The Twgedie 

Dut Thou todc,thou todc,w here is thy brother Clatece > 
And litle Ned Plantaget,his Tonne ? 
flu. /There is kind Haftings, Riuers, Vaughan, Gray, ; 
King. A flouriibtrumpcts.ftrike alarum drummes. 

Let not the heauens hcare thefe tel-tale women 

Raile on the Lords annointed. Strike I (ay. Thetrumpets 

Either be patient, and intreat me faire, founds. 

Or with the clamorous report ofwarre, 

Thus will I drowne your exclamations. 

But. Art thou my Tonne ? 

King. I, IthankeSod,my father and your Tclfe. 

But. T en patiently heare my impatience. 

King • Madame I hauea touch ofyour condition, 

Which cannot brooke the accent of reproofe. 

But. I will be railde and gentle in my fpeech. 

King. And briefegood mother, for lam in hafte. 

But. Artthoufohaftiel haue ftaid for thee, 

God knowes in angui(h,p inc and agonie. 

King. And came l not at laft to comfort you ? 

But. No by the holy roode thou knowft it well, 

Thou camft on earth, to make the earth my hell : 

A greeuous burthen was thy birth to me, 

Techie and waiward was thy infancie, 

Thy fchoole-daicsfirightfull,defpcrate,wildeand furious: 

Thy age confirmd, proud, Tubtil,bloudic,trecherous, 

/That comfortable houre canft thou name, 

That eucr grac’t me in thy companie ? 

K. Faith nonebut Humphrey houre, thatcaid your grace 
Tobreakcfaft onceforthof my companie: 

If it be fo gratious inyour fight, 

Let me march on, and not offend your grace. 

But. O heare me fpeake,for I (hall neucr fee thee more. 

King. Come, come, you are too bitter. 

But. Either thou wilt die by Gods iuft ordinance, 

Ere from this warre thou turnc a conqueror, 

Or I with gricfcand extreame age (hall pcrifii. 

And neucr looke vpon thy face againc : 

Therefore rake with thee my moft heauic curfe. 

Which 


of Richard the third. 

Which in the day of battell tire thee more 
Then all the compleat armour that thou wcarft, 

My praiers on thcaduerfe partie fight, 

A«id there the litle foules of Edwards children 
Whifperthefpirits of thine enemies. 

And promife them fuccclTcand vi&ery, 
jj'oudie thou art, bloudy will by thy end, 

Shame ferucs thy life, and doth thy death attend. Exit. 

fh, Though far more caufc,yct much ldTe fpirit to curfe 
Abides in me, I Tay Amen to all. 

King. Stay Madam, I muft fpeakc a word with you. 

0 #.I hauc no more fonnes of the royall blood, 

FoTthceto murther,for my daughters Richard, 

They (liall be praying Nunnes, not weeping Queenes, 

/id therefore leuell not to hit their lu es. 

King. You haue a daughter cald Elizabeth, 

Fcrtuousand faire, royalland gratious. 

Cu. And muft (lie die for this? O let her liue? 

And He corrupt her manners, ftaine her beautie, 

Slander m,y felfe , as falfe to Edwards bed, 

Throw ouer her the vale of infamie, 

So (lie may liuc vn (card from bleeding (laughter, 

/will confeiTo fiiewas not Edwards daughter. 

King. Wrong not her birth, fhe is of royall blood. 
f. To faue her life,ilc fay (lie is not fo. 

King Her life is only fafe ft in her birth. 
fht, ^nd only in that fafctic died her brothers. 

King. Lo at their births good ftars wereoppofite. 
fu No to their liucs bad friends were contrary. 

Kmg. AW vnauoydcd is the doome of defteny. 

Qu. True, when auoyded grace makes defteny, 

My babes were deftinde to a fairerdeath, 
ligracc had bleft thee with a fairer life. 

Ki. Madam, fo thriue 1 in my dangerous attempt of hoftile 
A I intend more good to you and yours, (arroes, 

Thencuer you or yours weteby mewrongd. 

flu. What good is couerd with the face of heauen, 
Tobedifcouerd that can do me good. 

King. Thcaduancement ofyourchddren mightie Lady. 



